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STUDY GUIDE 


FROM GERMANY BY THE SUDDEN 


AINCET. WAS CALLED MONE TO DENMARK 
DEATH OF HIS FATHER, THE KING. ON 


WIS RETURN TO THE OVAL CASTLE AT 
5 MAMLET WAS SHOCKED TO FIND. 
HAT MIS MOTHER HAD WATED ONLY A FEW 
WEEKS AFTER HER HUSEANE'S DEATH BEFORE 
NARRYING AGEN... THIS TIME TO ChALOIUS, THE 
SATE KING'S BROTHER. BY THIS MARRIAGE, 
2LAUOIUS WAS ABLE TO SEIZE THE THRONE 
WHIEH RIGHT FULLY BELONGED TO HAMLET, 
HAMLET WAS DEEPLY GAEVED BY HIS 
PSTWER'S DEATH AND EQUALLY BITTER 
& WER HIS MOTHER'S HASTY REMERPY AGE, 


be NOW, ON VUITH THE PLAY. 


poses 


Epes 


Saar 
Gi 


{ILLUSTRATED By 
—)|) er A Sim 
Cssremeaeereen a 


HE. ‘TIS NOW 
STRUCK TWELVE: 
GET THEE TO 
BED, FRANCISCO, 


IF YOU CO MEET 
HORATIO ANO 
MARCELLUS, THE 


‘AND 
LIESEMAN 


FAREWELL, 


WELCOME, 
HORATIO; 


THIS 
THING 
APPEAR'D 
AGAIN 
JO-NIGHT? 


HAD MADE HIS COURSE 
TILLUME THAT PART OF 
HEAVEN WHERE NOW IT 

BEAMS, MARCELLUS AND 
MYSELF, THE BELL THEN 


PEACE, BREAK THEE] 
OFF! LOOK, WHERE 
IT COMES AGAIN! 


I THE SAME 
FIGURE, LIKE 
THE KING 
THAT'S DEAD! 


HORATIO SAYS ‘TIS BUT OUR FANT: 

AND WILL NOT LET BELIEF TAKE HOLD. 
OF HIM TOUCHING THIS OREADED SIGHT, 
TWICE SEEN BY US; THEREFORE, I HAVE 
ENTREATED HIM ALONG WITH US TO 
WATCH THE MINUTES OF THE NIGHT, 
THAT IF AGAIN THIS APPARITION COME, 


HE may APPROVE OUR 


EYES AND SPEAK TO IT. 


HICH 

URIED DENMAR 
i} sometimes mar: 
Bir cH 


LO, IT COMES AGAIN! 
TLL CROSS IT, 
E\THOuGH IT BLAST me} 


‘STAY, ILLUSION 
Th S1 


IIT, OL 
EAK TO HIM, 


S 
f 


a 
4ING'S CHIEF AOVESOR, POLOMUS, 


GWE YOUR THOUGHTS NO TONGUE, 
NOR ANY UNPROPORTION'D THOUGHT 


5 HIS ACT; 
P FOLLOW, AS THE NIGHT 
Ses, | THE 09%, THOU canst 


NOT BE FALSE TO ANY 


BLESSING 
SEASON THIS 


(©, THAT THIS TOO TOO SOLID FLESH WOULD MELT, 
THAW AND RESOLVE ITSELF INTO A DEW; OR THAT 
THE EVERLASTING HAD NOT FIX'D HIS CANON ‘GAINST 
SELF-SLAUGHTER! O GOD! © GOO! HOW WEARY, STALE, 
FLAT, ANO UNPROFITABLE SEEM TO ME ALL THE USES. 
OF THIS WORLD! FIE ON IT! AH FIE! TIS AN 
UNWEEDED GARDEN, THAT GROWS TO SEED; THINGS 
RANK AND GROSS IN NATURE POSSESS |T MERELY. 
THAT IT SHOULD COME TO THIS! BUT NOT TWO 
MONTHS DEAD! NAY, NOT SO MUCH, NOT TWO; SO. 
EXCELLENT A KING; THAT WAS, TO THIS, HYPERION TO 
A SATYR; SO LOVING TO MY MOTHER, THAT HE MIGHT 
NOT BETEEM THE WINOS OF HEAVEN VISIT HER FACE 
TOO ROUGHLY, HEAVEN AND EARTH! MUST I 
REMEMBER? WHy, SHE WOULD HANG ON Him, AS \F 
INCREASE OF APPETITE HAD GROWN BY WHAT IT FED 
ON; AND YET, WITHIN A MONTH-LET ME NOT THINK ON 
'T, FRAILTY, THY NAME IS WOMAN! A LITTLE MONTH, OR 
ERE THOSE SHOES WERE OLD WITH WHICH SHE 
FOLLOWED My POOR FATHER’S BODY, LIKE NIOBE, ALL 
TEARS, WHY, SHE, EVEN SHE, 'O GOD! A BEAST THAT 
WANTS DISCOURSE OF REASON WOULD HAVE 
MOURN'D LONGER, MARRIED WITH My UNCLE, my 
FATHER'S BROTHER, BUT NO MORE LIKE MY FATHER 
THAN I TO HERCULES; WITH A MONTH, 'ERE YET THE 
SALT OF MOST UNRIGHTEOUS TEARS HaD LEFT THE 


FLUSHING IN HER GALLED EYES, SHE MARRIED. IT IS 
INOT, NOR IT CANNOT COME TO GOOD: BUT BREAK, my 
HEART, FOR I MUST HOLO My TONGUE! 


MY FATHER'S: 
SPIRIT IN ARMS. 
ALLIS NOT WELL; 
T DOUBT SOME 
FOUL PLAX 


T WILL WATCH 
TONIGHT: 
PERCHANCE * 
AGAIN NIGHT WERE 
come. TL THEN. 
‘SIT STIL, my 


OVERWHELM 
THEM TO MEN'S 


Bre vexres wears panne 
(ASO WARNS OPHELIA AEAINST 
RETURNING HAMLETS LOVE: 
DO NOT BELIEVE HIS VOWS, I WOULD 
NOT, IN PLAN TERMS, FROM THS THA 
FORTH HAVE YOU GWE TALK WITH THE 
LORD HAMLET, 


OF NATURE ARE 
AWAY. LIST! IF THOU DIOST 
] EVER THY DEAR FATHER 
LOVE, REVENGE His FOUL AND | 


UNNATURAL MURDER, 


ui 
LET THy 
IST THY MOTHER AU 


"WAS TWAS SEWING, LORD HAMLET, NO MAT UPON HIS HEAD, HIB. 
STOCKINGS FOULED, FLEAS WIS SHIRT, AND WITH A 
COMES BEFORE ME.” 


MAD FOR 


HE TOOK ME BY THE WRIST AND HELO] 
THY LOVE?, 


ME HARD; THEN GOES HE TO THE 
LENGTH OF ALL HIS ARM, AND WITH 
HIS OTHER HAND O'ER HIS BROW, HE 
FALLS TO PERUSAL OF My FACE. LONG| 
STAY'D HE SO, THAT DONE, HE LETS 
ME GO; AND WITH HIS HEAD OVER HIS 
SHOULDER TURN'D, HE SEEMED TO 


THEIR HELP. AND, 
TO THE LAST, 
BENDED THEIR 
LIGHT ON ME. 


THis IS THE VERY ECSTASY 
OF LOVE, HAVE YOU GIVEN 
HIM ANY HARD 

WORDS OF LATE? 


NO, BUT AS 
you oe 
T OID REPEL HIS 
LETTERS AND 
DENIED His 


ORAW HIM ON TO 
PLEASURES AND 


CUUDENSTERN, TOV 
SPY On Haney. \ 


= 
Wien 
Pie 


PP escnss THEN ENTERS AND FeLts THE 
ING AND QLEEN OF HAMLETS ATION. 


a ne 


TO THE CELESTIAL AND my SOUL'S 
IDOL, THE MOST BEAUTIFIED OPHELIA: 
DOUBT THOU THE STARS ARE FIRE, 
QOUBT THAT THE SUN DOTH move, 
‘DOUBT TRUTH TO BE A LIAR, BUT 


HATH THERE BEEN 
SUCH A TIME THaT I 
HAVE POSITWELY 

SAID, "TIS s 
WHEN IT PROVED 
OTHERWISE? 


HOW may 
WE TRY IT 
FURTHER? 


SINCE BREVITY IS THE SOUL OF WIT, I WILL BE 
BRIEF. YOUR NOBLE SON IS MAD; AND NOW 
REMAINS THAT WE FIND OUT THE CAUSE OF f 
THIS EFFECT, I HAVE A ORUGHTER WHO, IN 
HER DUTY, HATH GIVEN ME THIS; NOW 
GATHER AND 


TOGETHER HERE IN THE LOBBY, AT SUCH A TUNE, 
TLL LOOSE MY DAUGHTER TO Him; BE YOU AND 
I BEHIND THE ARRAS THEN; MARK THE 
ENCOUNTER: IF HE LOVE HER NOT, AND BE NOT 
FROM HIS REASON FALLIN 

THERON, LET ME BE NO 

ASSISTANT FOR A STATE. 


?) 


TWE STABE FOR MIS SCHEME. 
| MANCET, COMPLETELY UNANARE OF 
THE PEOPLE ABOUT Hitt, ENTERS. 


TO BE, OR NOT TO BE: THAT IS THE QUESTION: 
WHETHER 'TIS NOBLER IN THE MIND TO SUFFER THE 
SLINGS AND ARROWS OF OUTRAGEOUS FORTUNE, 
OR TO TAKE ARMS AGAINST A SEA OF TROUBLES, 
AND BY OPPOSING END THEM. TO OIE, TO SLEEP--NO 
MORE; AND BY A SLEEP TO Say WE END THE HEART 
ACHE ANO THE THOUSAND NATURAL SHOCKS THAT 
FLESH IS HEIR 10; ‘TIS A CONSUMMATION CEVOUTLY 
TO BE WISHO; TO DIE; TO SLEEP; TO SLEER, 
PERCHANCE TO DREAM; AYE, THERE'S THE RUB; FOR 
IN THAT SLEEP OF DEATH WHAT DREAMS may COME, 
WHEN WE HAVE SHUFFLED OFF THIS MORTAL COIL, 
MUST GIVE US PAUSE; THERE'S THE RESPECT THAT 
IMAKES CALAMITY OF SO LONG LIFE: FOR WHO 
WOULD BEAR THE WHIPS AND SCORNS OF TIME, TH’ 
OPPRESSOR'S WRONG, THE PROUD Man's. 
CONTUMELY, THE FANGS OF OISPRIZ'D LOVE, THE 
LAW'S DELAY, THE INSOLENCE OF OFFICE, ANO THE 
SPURNS THAT PATIENT MERIT OF TH’ UNWORTHY 
TAKES, WHEN HE HIMSELF MIGHT HIS QUIETUS MAKE 
WITH A BARE BODKIN? WHO WOULD FARDELS BEAR, 
TO GRUNT AND SWEAT UNDER A WEARY LIFE, BUT 
THAT THE OREAD OF SOMETHING AFTER DEATH, THE 
UNDISCOVER'D COUNTRY FROM WHOSE BOURN NO 
TRAVELLER RETURNS, PUZZLES THE WILL AND MAKES| 
US RATHER BEAR THOSE ILLS WE HAVE THAN TO FLY 
TO OTHERS THAT WE KNOW NOT OF? THUS 
CONSCIENCE DOES MAKE COWARDS OF US ALL; 
ANO THUS THE NATIVE HUE OF RESOLUTION 1S 
SICKLIED O'ER WITH THE PALE CAST OF THOUGHT, 
ANO ENTERPRISES OF GREAT PITCH AND 
MOMENT WITH THIS REGARD 
THEIR CURRENTS TURN AWRY, AND LOSE THE 
NAME OF ACTION.--SOFT YOU NOW, THE FAIR 
OPHELIA!--NYMPH, IN THY ORISONS BE 


iB 
ce 


i 


sa 


ToL 


MY LORG I'HAVE REMEMBRANCES 


OF YOURS THAT I HAVE LONGED 
LONG TO RE-DELIVER; I PRAY 


YOU SHOULO GET THEE TO A NUNNERY; WHY 
NOT HAVE WOULDST THOU BE A BREEDER OF 
BELIEVED mE SINNERS? OR, IF THOU WILT NEEDS! 
I LOVED MARRY, MARRY A FOOL; FOR WISE 
YOU NOT. MEN KNOW WELL ENOUGH WHAT 
MONSTERS YOU MAKE OF THEM. 
TO A NUNNERY, GO, AND QUICKLY, 


HEAVENLY POWERS, RESTORE 

HIM! O, WHAT A NOBLE MIND 

IS HERE O'ERTHROWN! O, WOE 

1S ME. THAVE SEEN WHAT T ii LOVE! HIS AFFECTIONS OO NOT THAT WAY 


HAVE SEEN, SEE WHAT I SEE! TEND; THERE'S SOMETHING IN HIS SOUL OER 


WHICH HIS MELANCHOLY SITS ON BROOD, 
TO PREVENT DANGER, I HAVE IN QUICK 
DETERMINATION THUS SET IT DOWN--HE 
SHALL WITH SPEED TO ENGLAND, HAPLY THE 
SEAS AND COUNTRIES DIFFERENT WITH 


AYE, MY LORD. 
Jao FOR NOW, 
FAREWELL. 


HAVE THESE PLAYERS PLAY 
METHING LIKE THE MURDER 
OF My FATHER BEFORE MINE 
Loos 
KNOW 
THE THING 


DEEN ERIN AD GLIDERS TERN 
[EC Gite iar 0s sre Ano ats, CEPT ENGR AME BLING HAMLET 
MAMLET 0, 7 oy MESSAGE PROM HIS MOTHER. 


sy 
f ete PEeRESTO Eas 
“| ah sSeac to vou ee 
yy eres : 


IT 1S NOW THE VERY WITCHING TIME OF NIGHT WHEN 
CHURCHYAROS YAWN AND HELL ITSELF BREATHES OUT 
CONTAGION TO THIS WORLO, NOW I COULD 0O SUCH BITTER 
BUSINESS AS THE DAY WOULD QUAKE TO LOOK ON, NOW TO 
MY MOTHER. O, HEART, LOSE NOT THY NATURE; T WILL SPEAK J 
DAGGERS TO HER, BUT USE NONE. 


SAN WHEE, KING CLAUPIUS (SSUES 
WSTRUCTIONS TO His. 
COTE se HE'S GOING TO HIS 
T LIKE HIM NOT, NOR STANDS IT MOTHER. BEHIND THE 
ARRAS TLL CONVEY 


| N.. 


0, MY OFFENCE IS RANK, IT SMELL 
TO HEAVEN; IT HATH THE PRIMAL 
ELDEST CURSE UPON IT, A BROTHER'S. 

URDER. PRAY CAN I NOT, THOUGH 
INCLINATION BE AS SHARP AS WILL, 1 
RONGER GUILT DEFEATS MY STRONG 
INTENT, AND, LIKE A MAN TO COUBLE 


BOTH NEGLECT, WHAT IF THIS CURSED 
HAND WERE THICKER THAN ITSELF 
ITH BROTHER'S BLOOD, IS THERE 
NOT RAIN ENOUGH IN THE SWEET 
ITE AS SNOW? 
VHAT FORM OF PRAYER CAN SERVE! 
Y TURN? HELP, ANGELS! BOW, 
UBBORN KNEES, AND HEART WITH 
RINGS OF STEEL, BE AS 
EWS OF THE NEW 'BORN BABE! ALL) 
may BE WELL, 


MY WORDS FLY UP. 
My THOUGHTS 
REMAIN BELOW. 


NOW MIGHT I DO IT; AND NOW TLL BOT; AND 
SOT AM REVENGED: A VILLAIN KILLS My FATHER, 
AND FOR THAT, I, HS SOLE SON, CO THE SAME 
VILLAIN SEND TO HEAVEN. AND Am T THEN 
REVENGED, TO TAKE IN THE PURGING OF Hi: 
UL, WHEN HE IS FIT AND SEASON'D FOR HIS. 
? NO! UP, SWORD, AND KNOW THOU A 


ABOUT SOME ACT THAT H, 
ALVATION IN IT, THEN TRIP Hin, THAT HIS 
DAMN'D ANC BLACK AS HELL, 


———————— 


as 


a 


GE} 

OU UP A GLASS 

WHERE YOU MAY SEE THE INMOST PART 
OF You, 


NO” 
‘My MOTHER, 


LEAVE WRINGING OF YOUR 
HANDS; SIT DOWN AND LET 
ME WRING YOUR HEART; FOR 
‘SO I SHALL, IF IT BE MADE 
OF PENETRABLE STUFF, 


(0, WHAT A RASH ALMOST AS BAD, 


AND BLOODY 
QEED IS THIS! 


THOU WRETCHED, 
INTRUDING FOOL, 
FAREWELL! I TOOK 
THEE FOR THY 
BETTER 


CALLS VIRTUE HYPOCRITE, TAKES 
THE ROSE FROM THE FAIR FOR 


(OOK HERE, UPON THIS PICTURE, AND ON THIS) 
THE COUNTERFEIT PRESENTMENT OF TWO. 
BROTHERS. SEE WHAT A GRACE WAS SEATED 
‘ON THIS BROW: AN EYE LIKE MARS, TO 
THREATEN AND COMMAND, A STATION LIKE 


HAMLET, SPEAK NO MORE; 
THOU TURN'ST MINE EYES 


BRAIN, 
HAMLET. TH 


A 
THE PORTAL! 


TOMORROW IS ST. VALENTINE'S 

Day, ALL IN THE MORNING BETIME, 

Hy} 480 1 malo AT YouR WINDOW, 
TO BE YOUR VALENTINE. 


COCKLE 
‘ANO HIS SANGAL 


ie 
So) AL WITHOUT, t PRAY 


» RAND AS 
© THOU VILE y 4 
KING, WHERE 1S Fe == 7 1f \ | 


> (CEES 
) iy. = 


LAERTES, I MUST COMMUNE WITH YOUR 
GRIEF. MAKE CHOICE OF YOUR WISEST 
ie 


FRIENDS, AND THEY SHALL Ht 
JUDGE: IF BY ORI 
THEY FIND u: 
KINGDOM GIVE, OUR CROWN, OUR LIFE, TO 
YOU IN SATISFACTION: BUT IF NOT, BE 
CONTENT TO LEND PATIENCE TO US AND WE 
SHALL JOINTLY LABOUR WITH YOUR sou [ 
TO GWE |T DUE CONTENT. 


fe) HATCHMENT OER 

ONES, CRY TO BE HEARD, AS'T WERE 

N HEAVEN ANO EARTH, THAT I MUST 
CALL "TIN QUESTION, 


T THERE'S A LETTER 
FOR YOU, 5 


KNOW I AM SET ON YOUR 
KINGDOM. TO-MORROW SHALL T 
a 


RECOUNT THE OCC: 
‘SUDDEN AND MORE 


T WILL WORK HIM TO AN EXPLOIT, 
NOW RIPE IN My DEVI 


WILL YOU BE RULI 
By Mm 


MY LORG, T WILL BE 
RULEQ, IF YOU COULD] 
DEVISE IT SO THAT 


= phes c eter see tied 
NE OF. TE 33 ft gegen AN UNEHVEREL 
MATCH, BY HAVING. 
IE ABILITY 
UNDOUBTEDLY cu 
THE BEST IN i MM 
ALL DENMARK. y Ge a) ¢ 


Ve 


OFFERS HIS QUIN UMPROVEMENT.. 


TWILL DOT, AND, FOR 
THAT PURPOSE, TLL 
ANOINT My SWORD. I 
BOUGHT AN UNCTION OF A 
MOUNTEBANK SO MORTAL 
THAT NO CATAPLASM CAN 
SAVE THE THING FROM 
DEATH THAT IS BUT 
SCRATCHD WITHAL. TLL 
TOUCH MY POINT WITH THIS| 
CONTAGION. 


MBB 0 THEN, IF THESE 
PLANE Abt Pll, 


OROWN'D! 
O, WHERE? 
7 


THIS SKULL HAS L 
THE EARTH THREE 

TWENTY YEARS, A 
PESTILENCE ON HIM! HE 
POURED A FLAGON OF 
RHENISH ON M 


ALAS, POOR YORICK! I KNEW HIM; A 


ME ON HI: 
WHERE BE YOUR JIBE: 
GAMBOLS, YOUR FLASHES | 
OF MERRIMENT 


MUST THERE NO 
MORE BE DONE? 


AS WE HAVE WARRANTY. 
HER DEATH WAS 
BOUBTFUL; YET HERE 
SHE |S ALLOWED THE 
BRINGING HOME OF 
BELL ANC BURIAL. 


DEPARTED SOULS, 


SWEETS TO THE SWEET. I HOP'D THOU 
SHOULDST HAVE BEEN MY HAMLET'S WIFE 


ONCE MORE 
| IN MINE ARMs. 


FINGERS FROM | 
S| My THROAT! 


TWILL FIGHT WITH Him! 1 LOVD LAERTES, STRENGTHEN YOUR PATI 
OPHELIA! FORTY THOUSAND IN OUR LAST NIGHT'S SPEECH; WELD 
BROTHERS COULD NOT, WITH ALL Oot ie matter TO THE Pusd 


[YE THE GASTLE HAMLET TELLS HORATIO THAT ON MIS: 
TRIP TO ENGLAND, HE HAD STOLEN AND BIROKEN OPEN THE 


AH, ROYAL KNAVERY! I FOUND A 
COMMAND THAT, ON THE SUPERVISE, 
NO LEISURE BATED, NO, NOT TO STAY 


UP IN THE FORM OF THE OTHEF 
SUBSCRIB'D IT, GAVE "T THE 
IMPRESSION, PLAC'D IT SAFELY 
NEXT DAY WAS OUR SEA FIGHT; 


GO GUILDENSTERN AND 
ROSENCRANTZ GOTO ‘T. 


THEY ARE NOT NEAR 
My CONSCIENCE; THEIR 
DEFEAT DOES 

WN INSINUATION GROW... 


GIVE ME YOUR PARDON, Ico 
SIR, T HAVE DONE YOU JAM OF; 
WRONG, BUT PARDON "T. i 
WHAT I HAVE CONE, 
T PROCLAIM WAS 
MADNESS, So 


REC! 
FERD Li 

E, AND 

: 

x P » | 


(STAY, HAMLET, HERE'S 
[10 THy HEALTH. 


AND YET, IT 1S 
ALMOST AGAINST 
MY CONSCIENCE. 


©, VILLAINY! LET THE] 
DOOR BE LOcKD; 
TREACHERY! SEEK 


IT IS HERE, HAMLET. THOU 
ART SLAIN. NO MEOCINE IN 
THE WORLD CAN 00 THEE 
GOOD, THE TREACHEROUS 
INSTRUMENT IS IN THY HAND, 
UNBATED AND ENVENOMD. 

THE KING, THE KING'S TO 
eLame. 


HE IS JuSTLY 
ce 


MINE AND My 
FATHER'S DEATH COME 
NOT UPON THEE, NOR 

THINE ON (ME! 


NOBLE HEART. 
GOOD-NIGHT, 
SWEET PRINCE, 


THE POINT ENVENOMD, 
TOO! THEN, VENOM, TO 
THY WORK. HERE, 
THOU MuRDROUS 
PANE. FOLLOW 


TAM DEAD, HORATIO: 
THOU LIVST. REPORT 

IME AND MY CAUSE 
Set ARIGHT. IF THOU O1DST 
preseeey EVER HOLD Me IN THY 
Gal teary, Te my story. 


